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THE FLOWER ON THE TRAIL.

My heart was weary yesterday.
I said: The day is long;

The busy hum of middle day
Shuts ocut the morning song;
The rush of myriad hurrying feet
That crowyd the upward slope
Have crushed the daisies into dust
And spent the dews of hope.

Then straight within the trampled path
The eager throng had trod

A little purple flower unclosed,
Nor pined for greener sod;

And one whose load had weighted sore
Looked down at it and smiled,

And dreamed of woodland trails he’d

oved

To follow when a child.

So, still, when bitterness and fret
Would drown the melody,

Some little harmony steals in
To set the music free;

And we may keep till eventide
The morning joyvs we knew,

If ever in our hearts there live
The daisies and the dew.

—Shariot M. Hall, in Youth's Companion.
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CHAPTER VII.

A REVELATION.
Once on the road, Bessemer and
his men put spurs to their horses

and galloped at a lively rate. Scouts
had reported that the enemy was

resting not far off. Bessemer, riding
at the head of his mounted dragoons,
the perspiration streaming down his
red face, his eyes sparkling with an-
ticipation of victory, his well-knit
figure held erect in the saddle with
British military stiffness, looked
what he was—a combination of force
and fire.

A turn in the road brought them
in sight of a stream. The troopers
gave a shout of triumph, broken by
Bessemer’s ringing command. In the
water were nude men, bathing and
swimming and sporting; along its
edge, on the opposite side, were
others, stripped to their waists,
doing their “family” washing; while
farther up the bank, under such shade
as the sparse cotton-wood trees gave,
were yet more, smoking or napping
or eating. Most of them had their
rifles beside them and their horses
close by, but it availed them little.

Their cry of astonishment, chagrin
and terror beat the hot air ere that
of Dessemer’s men died away. The
naked wretches in the water were
cut down before they could escape.
Across the stream with eager haste,
yet with perfect order, went the
British, carrying all before them. In

vain did Sumter start from his nap
under one of his baggage-wagons,
seize the nearest Lorse by its mane,
saddleless and bridleless it was,
and try to rally his soldiers. The
day was lost, and though the Eng-
lish colonel did not capture the “bri-
gand,” as he had boasted he would,
he failed in little else he set out to
do; and, indeed, few save Sumter
himself escaped; not enough to war-
rant pursuit in that appalling heat.

The British returned the way they
had come, exulting. Ever thoughtful
of his troops, though he was himself
most anxious to get back to the El-
lery plantation and make that his
stopping place for the night, Besse-
mer perceived that the heat and the
sharp, hard ride since dawn had put
considerable strain upon his men.
Noting a large,
house setting some distance oft the
road, surrounded by a fine grove of
trees, he asked, “Can you tell me,
Edward, who lives yonder? Methinks
it is a good place for an afternoon
rest. Be they xebels or tories, we
shall beeome their uninvited guests,
but I should like to learn which they
are, that 1 may know whether to re-
quest or command.”

“They are tories,”
swered eagerly, “as loyal to our king
as my own family; and they will
make you a gladly welcome, I am
sure, as my people have.” Bessemer
perceived that under the summer
flush which already covered his cheek
there rose a richer wave of crimson.

“Aha, a sweetheart residing there,”
“he thought, and with a sympathetic
feeling turned his horse off the road
and entered the gate, which stood
conveniently open.

The house was not the imposing
mansion the Ellery homestead was,
but there was a warm southern wel-
come awaiting the intruders and a
piece of news mightily to Bessemer’s
liking as well. A courier, riding hard
to overtake the British commander,
had likewise stopped there for rest,
and scarce had the English colonel
dxsmounteﬂ ere he handed him a dis-
patch fr yp Cornwallis conveying the
news of Gates’ defeat.

There Were three daughters of the
house, all: of them vivacious young
women, as Bessemer soon discovered.
“Oh. how delightful,” they exclaimed,
when the contents of the dispatch be-
came known: “two great victories in
one day; think of it!”

“Net in one day, ladies,”
reminded them. “Gen.
won his on the sixteenth.”

“It does not matter; we hear of
them the same .day,” the youngest
persisted. “We assuredly should do
something to celebrate so great a
piece of fortune. If we couid only
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- have a danee,” she added, with a sug-
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‘summer

i hostess,
t had been

comfortable-looking 1

to remain here for the night, and let
us move the furniture from the big
west room and have a dance there?
Meanwhile, we could scour the neigh-
borhood for girls. Edward, do you
not think Jane would come?”

“Nay, I have a better plan,” the
lieutenant answered. “My mother
made Col. Bessemer and myself prom-
ise ere we left that, if we routed
Sumter in time, we should return
home and spend the night there. They
will be expecting us, and my father
will be most grievously disappointed
if we do not come; but why not have
a dance on our lawn, as we did the
before 1 went to England?
Remember vou, Peggy, what fun we
had?”

“Fun? Oh, it was delicious,” she
answered, clasping her hands in ec-
stasy.

The plan pleased Bessemer better
than the first proposed, and so it was
arranged. He encamped his little ar-
my and most of his prisoners in one
of the Ellery fields that evening. One
of the prisoners he considered too
valuable a capture to risk thus, and
he besought Mrs. Ellery for a special
room for him. As a prisoner, he was
second only to Sumter himself.

“Now, dear madam,” he said to his
when these arrangements
completed, “you must Jet
me take the burden of our frolic to-
night off your hands. I want this
to be my festivity, given in honor of
your neighboring Tory friends. ’Tis
sufficient that you grant us the privi-
lege of using your beautiful grounds,
and I shall see to it that their love-

liness is not marred.”
Mrs. Ellery made a feint of re-
luctant concession to this, but in

iruth she was not sorry to wash her
bands of all but the indoor prepara-
tions. She and Jane immediately set
about seeing to the making of cakes,

salads, and various confections to
serve as refreshments.
Dressed in the freshest of the

evening gowns left from her last visit
to
stately

made a
that

Ellery
figure

Charleston, Miss
and handsome

MISS ELLERY MADE A STATELY AND
HANDSOME FIGURE AS HER MAM-
MY GAVE THE LAST TOUCHES TO
HER COSTUME.

evening as her mammy tucked a high,

jewelled comb into her complicated

coiffure and gave the last pats and
touches to her

Carriages began to roll up the ave-
nue, and Jane descended the stairs
that she might assist her stepmother
and Col. Bessemer in receiving their
guests.

None of Bessemer's enemies, and
he had not few, could deny to him the
qualities of taste and energy. The
combinuation of these with that
fine executive ability which enabled
him always to get full service out
of those under him had insured the
success of his dagnce. The scene was
beautiful. Among the trees strolied
many pairs of lovers. Upon the rus-
tic benches sat the chaperons and
elderly guests, while the tarpaulia
was gay with dancers moving in the
stately measures of the minuet or
revelling in the sprig Tht]ier move-
ments of livelier dances

There were bt’uu!lf‘.ll women in
plenty: southern women with bright
eyes, animated faces and rich voices,
dressed in the beautiful costumes of
the day, the low-cut bodices, the
flowing skirts, the hair waving over
cars and caught by high, jewelled
combs at the back, the pointed-toed
slippers with flashing buckles, the
flirtatious fans and cobwebbed hand-
kerchiefs.

And as for the men, they were as
gallant a Jot as one would wish to
see; the British officers smothered in
red coats and gold lace; the civilians
in knee-breeches, ruffled shirts and
silk-lined coats.

Well pieased, Bessemer moved
among his guests, dropping a pleas-
ant word- here, a merry jest there,
but never quite losing sight of the
younger hostess. He was aware that

costume.

beneath the smiling graciousness
with which she was assisting him

there lurked a certain constraint,
and he could well guess the cause.

One lady, rather exceeding thesage
when it was fashionable to be found
still unmarried in those days, tapped
the colonel on the arm with her fan
as he was passing the bench where
she sat.

“Tell me, dear colonel, how many
prisoners did you take to-dav? A
marvelous number, from all I hear,
and they do say you have a most
mysterious one whom you have hid
in Mrs. Ellery’'s garret. Nay, they
go farther and state that it is
Jane's lover, Godfrey Worthington.
Poor Jane! It would go hard with
her if ill were to befall Godfrey;
they have been devoted to each other
for so many years, though they do
say her stepmother will not hear to
the nlhh. Tell me”-—she dropyed

gl

"duce: Col. Bessemer and his officera

her voice to a couddential whisper—-
“is it really he you have?”

“Madam,” Bessemer answered,
gathering himself together, “I know
naught of this Worthington of whom
you speak, but I should say that the
gentleman whom I hold as prisoner
were more suited to be Miss Ellery’s
father than her lover, since he is a
man fully 60 years of age, white-
headed and g.dy-beardud. His name
is 'Pierce”

“Pierce? Gen. Pierce? That horrid
old rebel? Oh, how delightfuel that
vou have caught him. He is the very
one who hung the tories this sum-
mer.”

“The very one, madam, and he shall
pay for it.”

He left her with a courteous bow,
but his heart was not as light as
when she had aceosted him. What
was this silly woman’s chatter about
a lover of Jane’s? A Godfrey Worth-
ington, forsooth? Of course, there
was nothing in it; and yet he must
be sure.

CHAPTER VIIIL
AS THE DANCE WENT ON.
drew aside pretty Win-
who was the occasion of the
“Do you know aught,” he

“of a person by the name of
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He
ston,
dance.
asked,
Godfrey Werthington?

“Giodfrey Worthington? h,
known him all my life.  'Why,
Jane are sweethearts, Have
yvears, though they do say
does not approve the
most glad when he
espoused the rebel cause that she
might have excuse for forbidding his
coming here. Did you not know that
you nearly captured him once? Tt
was last May, when you stopped at
Jane's for breakfast. He was com-
ing to see her then, knowing, I sup-
that her father and mother
were from home and thinking it a
oood opportunity to press his suit.
He was alinost up to the house be-
fore he discovered your soldiers.”
grew black.

brave who
turn that

Peggy

yes, I
have
he and
been for
her mother
matech, and was

pose,

So
had
fine

Dessemer’s brow
this was the young
him such a
morning?
just like
went on.
doing daring things. It is
Jane loves him most, I think
he is handsome too—oh, hand-
3¢ 15kl ha heard it whispered
often that Jane is no less a rebel at
than he, but she keeps it
concealed to maintain peace with her
stepmother and Edward.”

“In truth, dear lady,” an-
swered, “methinks report doth most
grossly wrong Mistress Jane.
[ am sure, could be more loyal tha
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heart that

Bessemer

she.” But he tore himself away with
some troublous houghts running

through his brain.

He sought an early unity to
secure Jane by himself. *“Come,
sweet mistress,” he said, “and take a
stroll with me. I long to seeif I
rannot frighten away
look upon your lovely face. What
solemn thoughts have been playing
havoe with to-night?”

Jane looked at him in some sur-
prise.  “Have I not been gay?” she
asked. “I thought I had. I know of
no excuse for solmen musings un-
less, indeed, it be the solemnity of
contrasts, and, in truth, I could not
but think, as I watched this beauti-
ful scene which you have conjured
us to-night, what a medley our
now is. This afternoon, from
my chamber window, I saw you take
past our house the prisoners you had
captured. Such sad, weary-faced
men they were, many of them sorely
wounded and scarce able to walk.
My heart bled for them; yet here to-
night we are in the midst of music
and dancing, and they within ear-
shot of it all. How ecruel, how heart-
must seem to them.”

“Methinks, madam,”
swered, with a sneer born of
cumulated irritation, though
warned him of the unwisdom
showing it, “methin you
wondrous solicitude for
rebels; and what think you
heard' to-night? That you
at heart.”

A merry look
face. 1f she
fencing” with
of tory or rebel, she might prevent
him from broaching the other sub-
ject she dreaded, for she was not yet
prepared to say whether or not she
would marry him.

“And so you have found me out?”
she eried in mock dismay. *“Ah, col-
onel, what punishment will you mete
me? Am I to be carried a cap-
tive on one of your prison ships now
lying in Charleston harbor? They
say they are most unpleasant places
to reside in. Or am I to be hung, or
what?”

Bessemer looked down at her,
gravity of his face softening before
the sparkle in her eyes. *I do not
know,” he said, “what punishment
could be great enough to mete out
to one who withdraws so precious an
ally from the king’'s cause; however,
with your permission, fair lady, we
will leave that most serious question
for future consideration. Tell me
rather what you think of the suc-
cess of my plan for keeping in good
humor tory friends? Think you not
this entertainment will make the
ladies wish the harder that we might
remain . victors instead of those un-
mannerly rebels and inspire our
sympathizers among your neighbors
with renewed ardor? C(Come, sweet
enemy, give me your opinion.”

“I doubt not you are right, col-
onel,” she answered saucily. “Me-
thinks I have heard that it did indeed
tax the fertile brain of your general
and yourself to hatch schemes for
keeping in line your tory allies; but
my Axat Susannah says such is ever
the handicap of a bad cause. The
enthusiasm of its followers, lacking
the fuel of righteousness, soon smoul-
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dled; while a good cause—well, she
would remind you that the American
patriots do not meed a dance to iu-

i spire them.”

“A neat speech, my beautifm
rebel,” he observed; “but is this ali
the reward I amn to receive when 1
had far more in mind the hope of
giving you enjoyment than of enter-
taining your tory meighbors? Nay,
do not turn away. Hear me out.
This morning when I rode from your
door my pulses throbbed with hope;
but to-night something in your man-
ner thwarts me. What has reared
this barrier between us? Have yon
spent those few short hours in mak-
ing of vour heart a fortress? And,
what weapons can I use that
will batter down its walls? Will pa-
tience and persistence do the work?
Then, indeed, will T never despair.”

“We all know,” Jane observed.
“that Col. Bessemer adds to his repu-
tation as 2 gallant soldier that of an
adroit strategist. 1 he would
fain betray the heart’s owner into a
confession of the strength or weak-
ness of its forces; but methinks it
would be wiser for the besieged to
permit the assailant to determine for

if so,

see

himself what weapons to use.”
““Ah,” said Bessemer, half bitterly.

half questioningly. “if I conld only

be sure a certain rebel were nat har-

bored within the walls of that heart,

I might be more encouraged to rake

the attack.”

“And is a loval soldier of his maj-
esty the king to be dauntel by a
rebel?” Jane asked. “Fie! I would
not have thought it.”

The Englishman’s face darkened.
*“No, on my soul, is he not,” he cried,
“nor by ten thousand rebels. I ac-
cept vour challenge, madam. The

time is not far distant when 1 hope
mateh for that

to prove myself a

rebel. Meanwhile, it behooves me to
select one of yonder forest's stout
trees for stringing up another rebei
now in my keeping. By daybreak, 1

trust, we shall be rid of him anr] leave

his dangling body as a warning to
others of his ilk.”

The brightness died out of the girl's

“You cannot mean that yom
hang that poor old gentleman
who is now a captive in our garret!

face.
will

I saw him when they brought him to
the house this afternoon, and I
thought his face most sweet and

noble, while-I have ever heard him
spoken of as brave.”

“Aye, brave enough; ‘poor. old
gentleman’ fits bloody-
handed a wreteh. I have not forgot
that three

up by his command

but

searce S0

of our allies were struang

{ o canls - oy
Tour weeks ago,

and, by my faith, their death shall
be avenged.”
“But they were marauders, who

plundered dwellings and murdered
women and children. At least, so I
have heard. It will not bring back
their lives to take another life, and
surely it were better to be merciful
and teach these despised rebels the
justice and moderation of their op-
ponents than to set them an ex
ample of cruclty and vengefulness.”
[To Be Continued.]

SHIRTS GROW ON TREES.
Old Su-i-l::r_ Said Conida
Found on South

islands.

What an

Be Sea

“Shirts grow on trees whers 1
irom,” said the old sailor, ae
cording to the Philadelphia Record

came

“How so, shipmut?” a pale clerp
asked.

The sailor emptied his glass and
wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand. “I’m a-speakin’,” he said.
*of the South seas. You know them
islands over there?”

“*Sure,” said the clerk.

“Well, that’s where I mean that
shirts grow on trees. There’s a kind
of a willow tree on them islands
with a soft, flexible bark. A native
selects a tree with a trunk that’s
just a litile bigger round than what
he is. He makes a ring with his
knife around the trunk through the
bark, and he makes another ring
four foot below., Then, with a slit

he draws the bark o
the e as a boy does in makin' a
willow and he’s got a fite,
All he needs to do is
dry it out, make two holes fo1
arms, and put a lacin’ in tha
back to draw it togother.

“In the spring of the year the
s are gathered. Men and wo
) both go at that time tc
fook for trees that fit them. These
bark shirts are treated so as to be
and flexible. They don't look
Gosh hanged if they look bLac
shirts that erow on trees.”

of the kaife,

whistle,
durable shirt.
to
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Motto Worth
Admiral John Fisher, who re
plied for the British navy to a toasl

Adopting.

Sir

at a recent Royal Academy banquet.
said in the course of his speech: %}
always think on these occasions of

the first time I went to sea on board
my first ship, a -little sailing twor
deé¢ker, and I saw inscribed in great
big gold letters the one wor ‘Silence.’
Underneath was another good motto,
‘Deeds, not words.” 1 have put that
into every ship I have commanded
since. This leads me to another
motto, which is better still. When
I was commander-in-chief in the Med-
iterranean I went to inspect a small
destroyer, 260 tens, but with
pride and swagger that she
might have been 16,000 tomns. /The
lieutepant in command took me
round. She was in beautiful order
and I eame aft to the wheel and saw
there ‘Ut Veniant Omnes.” ‘Hallo, I
said, ‘what the deunce is that?’ Ba-
luting me, he said, ‘Let ’em all come.
That was not boastmg that was the
sense of conscious efficiency—the
sense that permeates the whole fleet
—and T used to think, as the admiral
it would be irresistible, provided tha
s_dmirsl was up to ﬂn lnrk." 5%
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Subseribe

FOR A

BOURBON
HOME
TELEPHONE.

The BoureoN HoME is a home indus-
try—owned by home people; managed by
people, and is the latest and most up-to-
date Telephone service.

Try one for one month, and you will
be convinced of its superiority over all
others. There is

NO.CROSS TALE.

You can transact private business over
the HoME 'PHONE with the assurance that
other people does not hear you.

Now Is the Time.

A new Directory will be issued
from this office in a few days, so if
you want to get your name in it,
subscribe at once.
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PHYSIOIANS IS THE MOST BENEFICIAL OF
ALL DRUGS IN THE TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION-

7 Lyons Laxative Syrup

Is made of Cascara Sagrada and other drugs that are equally as beaeficial
in the treatment of indigestion, biliousness and all stomach aad
bowel troubles (arising from constipation.)

/ VERY PLEASANT TO TAKE AND DOES NOT GRIPE.
25 and 50c Bottles,  Ask your Druggist.

For Sale by G. S. VARDEN & CO., Paris, Kentucky
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PHINE

Gpium, Laudanum Gocaine and ali Drug Habits

?ermanently cured, without pain or Getention from business, leaving no craving
or drugs or other stimulants. We restore the nervous and physical systems ta
their natural condition because we remove the causes of disease. A home remedy

prepared by an eminent physician.
WE GUARANTEE A CURE FREE TRIAL TREATMENT

Confidential correspondence, especially with physicians, solicited. Write todah

Manhattan Therapeutic Association
Oopt. A 1135 Broadway, New York City

“YOU DON'T HAVE TO
GO WEST”

But if vou are thinking of doing

. 80, keep before you the fact that

the Louivsville, Henderson & St.

Louis Railway is makiny Low 1
Round-Trip Home-Scekers' and
One - Waw Settlers’ Rates TO
THE WEST AND SOUTH-
WEST Also Low Colonist
lates to California, Montana,
+ Idaho, Washington, Oregon,
British Columbia and other
Facific and North: Pacific Coast

Paints. Ask us for Rates. ol

L. J. IRWIN,
General Passenger Agent, LOUISVILLE,
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Talking Fachines

REPRODUCING SOUNDS IN A FAINT,
PUNCH-AND-JUDY-LIKE TONE

THEY WERE NOT GRAPHOPHONES

i you have not heard the 1903 Perfected Graphophones aad Recerds,

you have No CONCEPTION of the degree of perfection which has been reached,
Mmyyanhavop._ssedueetheﬁntcnmrmom wezre produced,
and during those years

GREAT AND WONDERFUL IMPROVEMENTS HAVE BEEN MADE

COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO..




